CHAPTER     XIX
I received a letter including a story about Shaw. It was as follows: G.B.S.
was not feeling well so he decided to stay in bed and to send for a doctor.
This was a typical Harley Street doctor, who came up fat and puffing
from his long ascent to the top floor of Whitehall Court, the lift being
out of order. G.B.S. asked him to sit down in the most comfortable chair
and immediately sprang out of bed to give the doctor a tablet for his
fatigue saying: 'This will help you immediately! But the main cause of
your trouble Is over-feeding. Stop having butcher's meat and take to
vegetables and fruit. I am twice as old as you and a hundred times as
agile. Did you notice how easily I sprang out of bed?' The doctor
admitted noticing his agility. Then Shaw asked the doctor whether he
could dance. No, the doctor could not. Then Shaw switched on dance
music and began to dance. Then he gave the doctor this advice: 'Dance
every day for at least a quarter of an hour, then you will become as slim
and agile as myself. You doctors are too ready to give advice which does
not suit the patient. You tell a postman to walk more when he spends his
energy by walking and you will tell me to stop writing when it is by
writing that I keep so well. If I don't write every morning I fall to pieces.
And now that I have given you this expert advice I want you to pay me
the usual five shillings."
The doctor smiled. "You must give me two guineas," he said.
"Oh, why should I?" asked Shaw.
"Because I have been successful in curing you. By pretending to be
ill myself you forgot your own troubles, you have danced and called
yourself agile."
Shaw laughed because he had been beaten at his own game.
The unbolting, the turning of keys and the sighing! It might have
been a castle in the Middle Ages with its drawbridge and heavy gates.
I was the only visitor at night. The dark was a heavy wall which shut off
the house from traveller and intruder. But why the fear? Why the bolting
and the bars? All the years I have lived here I have never heard of anything
being stolen, nor of any assault.
He was sitting in his dining-room in his wing arm-chair beside the
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